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"James! Hey, James?" Lars's eager voice echoed in James's ear, distracting the latter from watching a cowboy 
film. James knew from experience that Lars would not shut up until he paid him attention, so naturally, there 
was only one thing to do.. 

"Lars, shut up a minute, will ya," James said. "l'm trying to watch this". 


"But James," Lars whined. "| wanna show you something beyond cool!" 


"Sure you do," said James. "The last time you showed me something beyond cool was just before Christmas, 


when you and Dave stuck a couple of twigs on the dog's head and told me it was a reindeer". 


"Um." Lars screwed up his nose. "You didn't think that was cool?" 


"No," said James. "Now shut up and let me watch this movie". 

Lars went quiet for a moment and James wondered if he had actually managed to get through to his little 
friend. He risked turning his attention back to the TV, only to be interrupted by having Lars suddenly thrust 
his wrist underneath James's nose. 

"Look!" Lars said eagerly. "Look at my new watch!" 

"Uff, yeah," James gasped, drawing his head back. Lars was sporting a large, plastic green watch. It had a 
rectangular screen to display to time and below this, were buttons featuring numbers O to 4 and mathematical 
symbols. 


Its a calculator watch," Lars told James. "It displays the time like a normal watch but it is also a calculator”. 


"Yeah, | guessed that," said James. "After all, if it was capable of piloting light aircraft, then it would be called 
a piloting light aircraft watch". 


"James, don't be silly," said Lars. "Actually, you can get planes nowadays which are completely controlled by 
computers and do not have the need for a human pilot”. 


James frowned. "Yeah, but | bet they're not watches". 


"Well, yes," Lars admitted. Then he beamed again. "But still, isn't my watch awesome”. Then, just in case James 
had forgotten what it looked like, Lars held it up between James's face and the TV screen again. 


"Um, | guess so," James replied. 

Lars pouted. "You *guess so*. You don't sound very interested’. 

"Ok, Ok! It's awesome, yes," James said hastily. 

Lars did not look convinced. 

"You don't mean it. You're only saying that to make me shut up". 

"I'm not," James insisted. "I'm saying it so | don't hurt your feelings”. 

‘Oh! That's just as bad!" Lars cried. "You don't like my new watch. You don't think it's the coolest thing ever". 


"Geez Lars, you're worse than a woman," James grumbled. "OK, so if you like your watch, that's great. l'm 


happy for you that you've got a new toy and that you like it". 


"But.why don't YOU like it?" 


James held in a sigh. "I never said | didn't like it. Its just] don't get it”. 
"How do you mean?" Lars asked, 


James examined the calculator watch. "Well, look at the tiny buttons. | mean, they're like *really* small. How 


the fuck are you supposed to press them to do any maths?" 
Lars smiled. It was as if he had been waiting for James to ask such a question. 


"IIl show you," he said. Lars then removed a tiny object from a slot in the top of the watch. At first James 
thought it was a toothpick, then he realised it was a plastic stylus. 


"Seel You use this!" Lars said. "You press this button here, to set calculator mode and then use the stylus to 
enter the numbers’. 


James watched incredulously as Lars pushed the tiny buttons with the tiny stylus. He was holding his close to 
his face, squinting at the little screen 


‘Five minus three equals two," said Lars. He then showed James the watch again, where a miniscule LCD 


number two was displayed. 


"Uhuh, yeah great," said James. "But why not just buy a normal calculator? Or better, still, do the maths in 


your head. You don't really need a calculator". 

"James!" Lars exclaimed. "You don't have a.a single technological bone in your whole body". 

James could see that Lars was getting upset and he didn't like that. As annoying as Lars could be sometimes, 
James was really fond of the little drummer and the last thing he wanted to do was to hurt his feelings. 
Luckily, James knew a way to rectify the problem. Chances were, his disinterest in the watch wasn't the 


*only® thing making Lars grumpy. 


"Tell you what Lars," said James. "How about | use a different device, made possible with technology and do 


something really cool on it". 
Lars blinked. "Um, which device?" 


James got up off the settee and went over to the chest of drawers, where the phone was kept. He lifted the 


receiver and grinned at Lars. 
"| press the well sized buttons on here and order us a pizza. How does that sound?" 


Lars' grumpy expression vanished almost immediately. 


"Can we have pepperoni?" he asked. 
"Sure thing," said James. 
Lars beamed and James pressed the buttons, calling the number of the pizza delivery place. 


"That's the best idea you've had all day," Lars said. He leaned against the wall and began playing with his watch 


again, while James talked on the phone. 

"Yeah, one pepperoni pizza please," James said. "Yep, my name's Mr Hetfield and the address is...” 

"Hehehe, this is so cool," Lars said, jabbing at his watch with the stylus. "Forty four multiplied by seventy six." 
Dave stuck his head round the door. "Three thousand, three hundred and forty four," he announced. 

Lars gaped, dropping his stylus. James smirked. 


"Told you you didn't need a calculator!" 


The End 


